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Author's Notes: 
This story is ll years old. | dug it up out of my old Livejournal. It's truly a relic. | made a few minor edits, but 
keep in mind | was 19 when this was written :') Finnish people have sex in the snow all the time, right?? | mean, 


what else do they do all winter? 


Having sex in the snow hadn't exactly been the smartest idea in the world, thought Tomi 
Joutsen begrudgingly as he tried to wipe all of the come off of his brand new winter coat. Esa, changed into a 
warm sweater patterned with red reindeer, watched him from where he sat on the singer's couch. He had the 


biggest grin plastered on his face, and it was annoying Tomi a little bit more than it should. 
"Can't get it off?" 
"Fuck you," Tomi muttered. 


"You already did," Esa replied, stretching his arms behind his head. "There's no longer a need." He 
pondered. "At least, at the moment. Maybe a bit later we can do that again" 


"Perhaps indoors," Tomi suggested flatly, giving up and throwing his jacket aside. It landed on a 
chair. Great. Now he'd have to clean the chair, too. 


"Too cold outside for you, eh?" Esa asked with a laugh, standing up and approaching the shorter 
Finn 


"It didn't help, all those snowballs you threw at me afterward." Exhausted, Tomi melted into the 


older man's embrace and sighed as Esa chuckled. 


"You've got goosebumps," Esa noticed, rubbing his hands down Tomi's bare arms to warm him 


up. He pressed a kiss to the singer's cheek Tomi sneezed. 
"Damnit, now I've got a cold... Why did | let you convince me to do it outside?" 
"Because," Esa said, "you were desperate for it and | wanted to find out exactly how desperate." 
Tomi rolled his eyes. 


"lm going to take a shower," he grumbled, breaking free of Esa's arms. He peeled off his t-shirt 
as he walked away, and Esa whistled at the show. 


"Pants, too?" 


"Shut up." Tomi locked himself in the bathroom. 


The silken-haired guitarist smirked as he plopped back down on the couch with a cup of cocoa, 
and waited for his band mate to rejoin him. 


Tomi walked out, pajama-clad with a towel adorning his head, to see Esa had lit the fireplace. 
There was a second cup of cocoa waiting for the singer, and Tomi took it graciously. He sat beside Esa, and the 


guitarist wrapped an arm around him. Tomi sriffled. 


"You're adorable when your nose is all red," Esa noticed, watching the younger man as he drank 


his hot chocolate. 
| wish | felt adorable." 
Esa snorted with laughter, kissed Tomi on his cheek. Deciding he found sick Tomi quite 


attractive, he moved his lips down to the singer's hot neck, nuzzling and licking the skin there. He ran long 


fingers down Tomi's thigh, and the younger man whimpered. 


"Perkele, Esa. | don't want to have to change again." he protested softly, setting down his mug, 
but Esa persisted 


The shorter man sneezed suddenly and reached forward to desperately snag a tissue off the 
coffee table. The blonde temporarily gave him a break to blow his nose, then continued kissing him. Despite his 
current under-the-weather state, Tomi felt himself getting aroused. 

"Please, Esa. | need to rest." 

"You'll rest better after I'm done with you," the guitarist assured him confidently. 


"Really?" the dread-haired man asked as Esa moved calloused fingertips up his thigh. 


"Of course," Esa whispered, gently cupping Tomi's chin with his other hand, and drawing his lips 


into his own. 
Tomi found him impossible to resist: 


"Well, alright," he said, standing up with Esa, who was already starting to unbutton his pants. 
"But this time we're staying under the warm blankets." 


